JUNE

King of England speaking to his flying squadron
quietly, as a man might speak to a friend over a
telephone. * . ,

A MAN is washing down the steps of the little restau-
rant under the trees of Kensington Gardens^ which
is the most delicious spot for breakfast on a warm
June morning. The cat which has been locked up
all night is prowling over the grass like a pirate king.
Birds are singing in the trees, the early sun is casting
wrong-way-round shadows on the grass,, to the left
there is a glassy greyness, the Serpentine, while to
the right an occasional horseman jingles to the Row.
You are the only person down for breakfast in
Kensington Gardens and, having arrived before the
waiters, you feel a kind of virtuous indignation.
There are dreadfully dissipated-looking crumbs on
the green metal table left over from some one's out-
door dinner of the night before. They look ghastly
in the pure morning light, suggesting mutton, or
roast beef and sticky potatoes. You hold off the cat
while you throw them to a sparrow. Then you hear
a motor-car approaching, and soon there comes
across the grass a man and a girl.

* Can we have breakfast ? 3 he asks the step-washer.
6 At about nine,' is the reply.

* You don't mind waiting, dearest ? '
' No, not a bit ! '

Quickly she catches his hand and gives it a squeeze,
and they come and sit down on small green chairs
near you in the wide-flung shade of an enormous
beech tree.

.          .          *          *          *
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